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modish theatrical jargon came easily to her lips (on. anybody
else's it would have sounded comic):

"Ah, Fabien, do not be false to our love!"

He gavp a mirthless laugh and shrugged his shoulders. She
switched on the light, and they gazed at one another with eyes
that were eloquent of nothing but violence and death: she,
desolate with weeping, old and defeated; he, no whit diminished
in his vigour by their acrid argument. His youth seemed actually
to have gained something of radiance from the devastation of
the storm that had been raging between them, like a tree whose
leaves look all the greener and more brilliant for die rain. . . .
Fanny was tidying her hair before the mirror, fastening her veil.
She must be going because they had a dinner-party that evening.
In Fabien's mind there was nothing at this moment but the
thought of Colombe, and he said with the gayest of gay intona-
tions:

"I'll be round as soon as I've changed."

She turned towards him, utterly dumbfounded. How could
he dream of dining at the Quai Debilly after such a scenes She
noticed his expression of mingled embarrassment and expecta-
tion. With assumed indifference she said:

"You'd much better wait a few hours. Donald's going away
to-morrow for a month. He says it's because he's got to take
Colombe back to her mother, but actually he's going to meet
Leda Southers____"

"Is Colombe leaving, then?"

Fabien could not help raising his voice. Fanny appeared to
interpret his cry as indicative of joy.

"Yes, you spoiled child: father and daughter are going to
leave the coast clear. You'll be able, once more, to treat the
Quai Debilly as your home."

He went with her to the door.

"Perhaps/* he said uncertainly, "I'll look in for a moment
round about ten, just to ask your forgiveness for my ill-
temper/*
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